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The castle 


James raced along the draughty stone corridor, his blonde hair flying out behind him and his boots slapping 
against the stone cobbles. Reaching the door at the end, he thrust it open, charging through into a small 
bedroom. James' eyes shot round the room, taking in the red haired figure lying in a bed and Jason, the King's 
physician, sitting on a chair nearby. 


"How is he?" James demanded, racing over to the bed. Jason's dark expression sent a wave of dread flooding 
through James’ soul. 


"Pretty bad" Jason said. "His victory in battle may well have cost him his life". 
James sat down on the bed, next to the young warrior and gazed at him anxiously. He was either sleeping, or 
unconscious. His hair was tumbled messily across the pillow, his pale face was wet with sweat and he 


occasionally muttered in his sleep. James shook his head, unable to take in the sight before him. 


"Why can't you fix him?" he asked Jason. "It was only a small wound. | was with him.! saw him slay the orc 
responsible. The blade didn't even hit any vital organs’. 


‘lm sorry James. The blade was poisoned. Myself and the other physicians have tried every remedy we know. 
We've searched through all the ancient books of healing. But we have no knowledge of how to treat the poison 


that runs through Daves’ veins". 


James was about to swear when Dave stirred, drawing his attention away. Daves' eyes fluttered open and he 


squirmed about feebly. 
"Where am |?" he murmured. 


"You're in your bed" said James, reaching out and brushing Dave's hair off his damp forehead. "Just relax, OK. 


Try not to talk". 
"Where's the battle?" Dave asked. "Did we win?" 
James swallowed a lump in his throat. "Yeah" he said. "We won’. 


"That's good" Dave sighed. He stared up at James but his eyes were unfocused. As his head sank back onto his 


plump pillow, James made up his mind. 


"Well, if normal medicine can't help, then we're gonna have to reply on magic". Patting Dave's shoulder gently, 
James scrambled up off the bed and strode over to the door. 


"Where are you going?" Jason called. 


‘lm gonna speak with Lars" James said. "He's a powerful wizard.if anybody can save Dave, he can’. 
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"Fucking wizards" James panted, as he ran up a seemingly never ending flight of spiral stairs. "Why..the fuck..do 


they always have to..live in.fucking towers". 


Finally James reached the top, where he came face to face with a sturdy oak door. He knocked loudly, twice, 


before leaning up against the wall, gasping for breath. 
"Come in’ the voice of Lars intoned. 


James turned the iron handle and entered Lars' tower room. Even though he had been inside on many 
occasions, the room never failed to interest him. The walls were covered in shelves and these shelves were 
laden with books, scrolls, potions, amulets and glass bottles and jars contained multi coloured liquids. In fact, the 
shelves were so full, that James suspected Lars used magic to keep them from breaking or coming away from 
the walls. A huge cauldron hung over the fire; a shimmering liquid within bubbling away. Another boy, who 
James knew to be Lars' apprentice, was sitting cross legged on a rug, carefully rolling up scrolls, sealing them 
with hot wax and then placing them inside a large chest. Sitting behind his desk was Lars..a boy of about 
James' age and a few less inches in height. With his round, baby face and small size; he did not look much like 
a wizard but two important details told otherwise. One was the flowing blue robes and pointy hat he wore..the 
traditional wizard's outfit. The other was his bright green eyes.everybody in the Kingdom knew that one with 
green eyes was undoubtedly highly skilled in the art of Magic. 


"Hi James" said Lars, smiling at the blonde boy. "Can | help you with something?" 


"It's Dave!” James blurted out. "He got injured in battle..an orc stabbed him with a poison dagger. It's 


serious..the physician Jason can't cure it". 

"Oh shit" said Lars, his young face serious. "Orc poison is bad.very bad". Standing up, he hurried over to a 
glass fronted bookcase. Opening the door, he took a large tome off the bottom shelf and carried it back to his 
desk. He set it down with a thud, then began leafing through the pages. 


"Orc..orc.hmmm, he we are". James waited while Lars studied the text in front of him. At last, after what 


seemed like hours, Lars looked up and grinned. 

"Can you save him?" James said desperately. 

"Yeah, | think so" said Lars. "According to what is written here, there is a way to heal Dave's terrible wound. 
The poison must be purged from his body. As orc poison is so rare and potent, there is only one known way to 
do this". 

"And that is?" 

"By the way of the Magical Healing C*ck". 


"OK, OK" James said quickly. "So, where do | find one of.hang on? Did you just say.."..? 


"You don't *find* one" Lars continued. "You either have one, or you don't. Magical Healing C*cks are rare 


instruments and very few people even believe in them, let alone possess them". 


"Uhhh, but... 


"However, it just so happens that David Ellefson, my apprentice, is gifted in that department" said Lars. He 
waved his hand towards the other boy, who blushed and dropped one of the scrolls he was holding. 


"What the.2" James spluttered 

"OF course. You didn’t think | took him on for his skill at farming, did you?" 

"Um, yeah. Well, can | take him then? Dave needs healing and fast” 

"Yep" said Lars. He grinned at his apprentice. "You'll be delighted to help, won't you David?" 


David pictured Dave in his mind.a tall warrior with flowing red hair and hazel eyes. He blushed and nodded 
shyly. 


"Sure". 
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James and David hurried out of Lars' tower, desperate to get back downstairs to Dave. Round and round they 
went, running down the spiral stairs as fast as they could without falling. Within five minutes, they had 
reached the door to Dave's bedroom. Flinging it open once more, James ran in with David following behind. Dave 
raised his head weakly off the pillow and Jason looked round in surprise. 


"Hi again James. Isn't that Lars‘ apprentice?" 


"Yep" said James, grabbing the shy boy and steering him over to the bed. "He's got a way to save Dave from 
the poison!" 


"I'm uhhh.poisoned?" Dave enquired. 


"Yeah but don't worry about that now. David here is gonna make you all better" James reassured him. David 


nodded shyly. 


"Uh oh" said Dave, who trusted magic but wasn't sure about David's level of skill "Are you gonna cast a spell 


on me, Junior?" 
"Erm, not exactly" stammered David. "It's sort of, well, difficult to explain’. 


"Well hurry up then kid, before | fucking snuff it" said Dave impatiently. 


David quickly told Dave about his Magical Healing C%*ck. When he had finished, James and Jason were 


deliberately avoiding looking at each other and Dave's face was no longer pale but as red as his hair. 
"What the fuck?" he exclaimed weakly. 

"Dave, don't swear in front of the physician’ James said. 

"Well, if it works..".Jason mused. 

"No way" Dave protested. "No. Fucking. Way". 

"l'Il um.need privacy" said David. "For the purge to be successful, | mean’. 


"Of course" said Jason, smiling at the apprentice. He stood up. "Come on James. Let's leave these two alone for 


a while". 

"Good luck Dave" said James, flashing his buddy a grin before following Jason out of the room. 
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Dave stared over at the door as James pulled it shut behind them. Then his gaze returned to David. The 
young apprentice was the epitome of cute.all fluffy soft hair, big liquid eyes and a smile that could melt an 
iceberg in a nano second. Dave blushed again and snorted. 

"Humph" he said, folding his arms across his chest. "Well, go on then. Get it over with, Junior". 

David giggled. "It, erm.doesn't work quite that way". 

"It doesn't?" 

"No, cos | can't use my Magical Healing C*ck like that. You've gotta want to be healed too". 

"| do want to be healed" Dave insisted. "I don't wanna die from fucking orc poison". 

"Shh" said David, touching a finger to Daves’ lips. "You will be, | promise. Can | see your wound?" 

Dave nodded. "Sure. It's sorta on my stomach.have a look". David's smile returned and he gently turned the 
bedcovers back. Dave was wearing a long nightshirt which came down to his knees and David couldn't help but 
wonder if he had on any underwear beneath it. 

Oooh, Hl soon find out he thought, feeling a squirm of excitement as he lifted the shirt up. Dave was wearing 


black briefs but David's attention was quickly caught by his wound. An ugly purple gash, about 6 inches long 


lay right across Dave's stomach. 


‘Ouch, that looks sore" David murmured. "Let me kiss it better for you". 

"Nah, | don't want..".Dave began but David wasn't listening. He leaned over Dave and gently pressed his lips to 
the cut. Dave gasped, feeling warm pleasure flow through his body as David's touch. David kissed all along the 
wound, then moving his hands up, he placed them on Daves' hips and held him still. 

"Hmm, you like that then?" he asked, lifting his head up, his large eyes peeping out from under his fringe. 
"Yeah..that does feel better" said Dave, relaxing a bit and putting his head on the pillow. "It's kinda relaxing’. 
"The actual healing process will feel *much* nicer" said David. Quickly he undressed.taking off his boots, socks, 


jacket, shirt and finally his trousers. Dave's eyes widened when he saw that David was not wearing any 


underwear. 
"Shit, I'd hate to be you if the buttons burst off your pants" he smirked. 


"Magic doesn't work as well if its constricted and kept imprisoned in too tight a place" David explained, as he 
slipped into bed beside Dave. 


“Bullshit! You just made that up!" 


"| didn't" said David, starting to laugh. "OK, OK, | did!" Dave had grabbed him with what little strength he had 
left and pulled him close. 


"You're a right little smart ass, aint ya, Junior?" Dave teased. 

"Hmmm" David sighed, nuzzling against Dave's cheek. "You're so soft and you smell nice". 
"Yeah?" Dave asked, moving one hand up to caress David's hair. 

"Yeah". David smiled at him, his eyes warm and friendly. "I'm so glad | get to heal you, Dave". 
"I think | agree" said Dave. "And. think I'm ready for the healing ritual now’. 

David giggled and pressed himself up close to Dave. 


‘Its already begun’ he whispered. 
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Dave lay there in his bed, weak, shaking and soaked with sweat. He glanced over at David, who was cuddled up 
next to him, fast asleep. Dave kissed his forehead, then smiled at him. 


The poison had been purged from his body. He was healed and healthy again 

Dave closed his eyes, basking in the afterglow of his healing session He thought about all the times before 
when he had been wounded in battle and had been patched up with a massive needle and thread and a bottle of 
whiskey for painkiller. David's way had been *much* more enjoyable. 

Dave was about to drift off to sleep, when a soft knock at the door caught his attention. 


"Yeah, come in" he called out. 


The door opened and James entered, looking nervous. He hurried over to the bed and gazed at the dishevelled 


Dave, his eyes growing wide with fear. 
"Hey, its OK James, don't look so scared" Dave told him. "I'm healed. Junior's Magical Healing Cck worked!" 
James blinked. "It did?" 


"Yep. I'm 100% fine now" Dave laughed. "Well, | still got that gash from where the blade sliced me but that's no 


problem. It'll leave a scar and scars are cool". 

"Yeah" said James, his own voice weak now but from pure relief. "Wow.shit, that's awesome news!" James 
hugged Dave, taking care not to squeeze where his wound was. Dave returned the hug, while David slept on 
peacefully, a cute little smile on his face. 


The two boys released one another, James standing up again and brushing his hair off his face. 


‘Seriously, this is great" he said. "I'm gonna go and tell Jason, let him know you're OK again. Lars too! He needs 


to..".James paused, his eyes flickering over to where David was fast asleep. 
"Shhh" giggled Dave. "Don't wake him". 
"Uhh, course not. But what shall | tell Lars, if he asks where David is?" 


"Tell him, he's indisposed for the moment. Using so much erm.magic has drained him of energy and he needs 


to sleep to regain it". 
"OK then’ said James, a bit of a grin on his face. "And any other side effects, for either you or David?" 


"Yeah but none that you need to tell Lars about" Dave remarked smugly. 


The End 


